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	1. Chapter 1: Dining together

Chapter 1: Dining together

Far to the north, below the meridian of misery, yet above the island of Hopeless, you would find a rather large island known as Berk. This is not where this story takes place. Instead, we will take note of a different, much smaller, island. One riddled with holes along its stony exterior. In one of these holes lived a rather slender boy, no older than twenty, who occupied his time with a variety of tasks including blacksmithing, leatherwork, sewing, and writing. Now, this boy would not be very special, many a Viking in the area set out on their own and take refuge on of the many islands that dot the archipelago; indeed, he is not. Instead, let us focus on a_ different _island; one that will be the main focus of this story and character. On this island, one with fewer holes along its exterior but with much roomier interiors lived the main character of our story. One Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, another boy no older than twenty with a slender frame and a very peculiar boy. He was, and is in some eyes, the heir to the chiefdom of Berk. However, he had long since abandoned that in order to preserve his relationship with his best friend and co-habitant: a Deadly Night Fury, one of, as I'm sure you know, the most deadly dragons ever known to Vikings. At the time that this story begins, the killer reptile could be found around a campfire on his back with his tongue hanging limply out of his mouth as Hiccup gave him a terrific belly scratch. The two were at the moment in the largest of the hollowed out sections of the island. The island, scarcely larger than a sea stack, had a sprawling system of caves, tunnels and ocean-side openings. The duo occupied a large amount of the cave system, and had many of their belongings scattered around.

For five years, boy and dragon had lived alone in that cave. However, that time was not spent listlessly wanting for times gone by. Instead, Hiccup practiced many of his outstanding talents, blacksmithing, leather work, writing, and trading, both out of necessity and enjoyment. Maintaining the riding equipment for Toothless, the ferocious dragon, was a very difficult task. He also practiced the more necessary tasks needed for survival. These included hunting, chopping firewood, sewing clothes, cleaning, and cooking, his task at the time. That is, it would be if he had not been occupied with giving a certain black scaled creature the best scratch of his life. At that moment, his stew was bubbling over and burning, creating a disgusting mixture of water, meats, and herbs; ruining a perfectly good stew. Or, it would have, had Hiccup the ability to properly _prepare_ a good stew. At long last, Hiccup took notice of his amazingly vile concoction and announced to himself as much to his dragon.

"Foods cooked. Sorry bud, we gotta eat."

Hiccup stopped his showcase of pleasure, much to one dragon's despair, and began to ladle what can only be loosely described as stew into his wooden bowl. He then turned to the table next to him a poured himself some water. These actions took far too long for one forlorn Night Fury who watched the boy prepare himself for dinner. After finally settling down on the floor, just as he was about to poison himself with his own deadly mix of ingredients, the saddened and famished dragon warbled out a cry. It was both a question and a demand; one that, if you had spoken Dragonese would have said "What about me? Am I to be left to starve to death?" Of course, Dragonese is not such an eloquent language, and the direct translation would be much more vulgar and broken up. Despite the language barrier, and probably better for it, it served to capture Hiccup's attention, who looked up from his food and examined his friend.

"Bud, didn't I already feed you?" Hiccup questioned the dragon who was doing his best to look both pleading and starving.

In fact, he had. About an hour before, Hiccup had given the sleek reptile a large cod. Despite this Toothless, gave out a negative grunt, demanding that he be fed properly. Hiccup, was no match for the dragon's gaze and gave in to the glutton's demands, tossing another cod towards the dragon. He returned to his seat in order to eat his meal. As Hiccup stirred the contents of his bowl, he began to think of the various orders he had remaining. As he brought a spoonful of "stew" he thought of the ones that he would start the next day: Olafson's axe, Helgahird's armor, and little Günter's new helmet. He mused, 'If I start that axe tomorrow, I could have it done by noon, letting me start work on Helga-'. His thoughts were halted as the taste of the meal reached his mind. By some miracle of Thor he was still alive, not wanting to waste such a blessing he quickly spit it out and eyed the contents of his bowl.

"Taste's a little off, I must have let it sit to long on the fire. Oh well."

Hiccup threw out the atrocity and pulled out a loaf of bread and some cheese and began to make a meal out of that. Toothless went over to the puddle and sniffed it. A sense of absolute disgust filled the dragon, with origins coming from the offending pool. To remove the foul stench, he did the only sane thing. He opened his mouth, loomed over the pile and promptly incinerated it with extreme prejudice. With the offending source obliterated, he whuffled before walking over to where he was before and laying down on his sleeping rock. Hiccup yawned as he finished his simple, and completely edible, meal. He then began to change into his night clothes and settled down for bed. He turned and blew out the candle nearby. Both boy and dragon were engulfed in darkness and went to sleep in preparation for the next day.

**Right, so this is the start of my first actual story. One with plots and characters and adventure and things. I already have the general outline set out, but that doesn't mean I wont listen to any suggestions you have. I tried to bring something new and interesting to the writing. Actually I can only seem to write this well at about 2AM. I'm going to **_**try**_** to do regular updates. The next few chapters are already written so hopefully that gives me enough of a buffer to be able to do that, but for the time being it's going to be more frequent than once a week until I no longer have a buffer. So I hope you enjoyed this chapter and I'll see you Monday with Chapter 2!**


	2. Chapter 2: A Day's Work

"Hiccup, what… is _this_?" demanded Stoick the Vast.

Hiccup turned around from his project and looked behind him at his father. The tall imposing figure loomed over him holding, of all things, a saddle. Rather, to be more specific, Hiccup's saddle for Toothless. Before Hiccup could think properly about what it meant that _Stoick, _of all people, had it, he scrambled to hide the drawings and prototypes scattered around his desk and began to stutter. Then Hiccup's brain caught up with the world and recognized it had been asked a question.

"Th-th-that? Oh, I have n-n-no idea. It looks like some kind of… s-saddle, maybe the twins were trying to-"

"Enough!" roared Stoick "I also found _this_." As he spoke, he brought forth in his other hand another object, this one was hidden by the shad created by Stoick's large size. By its outline, it looked like a large sail. Realizing that Hiccup could not see it he moved it into the light, causing Hiccup to gasp. It was Toothless' tail fin.

"Oh gods, Oh Thor. Dad, I was going to tell you. B-but with the dragon training and the nest hunting everything just got so caught up-" Hiccup tried to explain but was cut off by a deep resounding laugh. As he turned to look at his father, the familiar face of disappointment was gone, replaced by a large smile and a hearty laugh. Then, in an instant, the looming figure disappeared as well, replaced with a joyful, and playful, night fury. The dragon's tail was wagging behind him like a dog as he stood in the bright sunshine of the midafternoon sun. Toothless was begging him to go for a flight. Hiccup, never one to turn down a flight with Toothless, happily obliged and jumped into the saddle. The two shot off into the moonless night and began to fly over the sleeping town of Berk. As they flew past the great watch towers of the sea, Hiccup heard a call and a sharp twang split the night. Before he could react, the two were ensnared in a large bola. As Hiccup looked down, he could see the contraption that fired it. Next to it he saw a small red haired boy light from behind by firelight that, if Hiccup had more time, or was in less life threatening situation, he might have noticed that the boy looked like a certain heir of Berk. Toothless struggled to remain airborne, but gravity is a heartless mistress who cares not for the comfort of her guests, and they fell towards the ground. As they crashed into Raven's point, Hiccup began to scream.

Before he could hit the ground however, he woke up, dazed, confused and wondering where he was. As he gained back his senses from sleep he looked around him. He was not, as he at first thought, hurtling from several hundred feet towards a cruel and unforgiving ground. Instead he was in his bed, wrapped up in his sheets, with his friend sleeping next to him. As he recovered from the shock that he had been subjected to, he saw that Toothless was having a restless sleep as well. Hiccup got out of his bed and went towards his brother-in-flight. As he laid alongside the dragon and covered himself up with the large leathery wing, he could feel the shakes, moans and restlessness coming from the dragon ease to a stop. The close presence of the other, served to calm both down and give them fair dreams and a restless night.

* * *

><p>When Hiccup woke up the next morning, he thought back to dream he had had. The last five years had brought the same, or at least similar, dreams to Hiccup's night time adventures. Naturally, he already knew why. It wasn't too hard to figure out that he was regretful and sorry for the way that things had worked out. He felt awful to his father that he had to leave when he did, he felt remorse that he had to leave his home and life for his friend, and he felt terrible that he had shot down and tried to kill Toothless. All of this combined within Hiccup to create a great remorse. However, it was one that he would rather live with than to be happy and be at home, as happy as being at home on Berk could be anyways.<p>

Putting those thoughts aside, he clambered on top of Toothless and began their morning exercises. Toothless grumbled and grunted something that can best be said to be annoyance. _You are certainly feeling heavy today_, would be the best guess of anyone who did not speak dragon's tongue. Hiccup, while having no base in the language, and therefore not fully comprehending responded still.

"Don't even try that bud, you must eat more than me and _still_ spend most of the day asleep. It's amazing that you haven't turned into a fat, dragoney, blob after all that cod yesterday"

Toothless was highly affronted at these grievous accusations; _I'm_ the one who does all the heavy lifting here, I never see you do anything so strenuous as flying, besides, if I _have_ gained weight, it's only because I'm growing just like you are, _ thank you very much_. Is what we can only assume is what was said instead of the growls, warbles, and grunts he gave. He further punctuated each point with a variety of twists, turns and water dips. He then leveled out, believing to have made his point. The soaking wet, pile of leather and skin on his back spluttered and gasped as he spit water out from his mouth.

"Alright bud, I guess you're right." Hiccup relented, not eager to start the day wet _and_ sick

Toothless gave out a happy, affirmative grunt and began to smile his toothless smile; he was very pleased with himself for getting his human to see things his way.

"I guess that means that you won't mind going on a stricter diet then, right bud? After all, winter's coming in soon, so we won't be doing nearly so much work around the island." Hiccup suggested in a shocking display of mental ineptitude.

Hiccup was not met with a happy audience and received a slap to his head from a certain listener's ear. Hiccup smiled and rubbed his cheek as he changed the gearing of the tail, guiding Toothless back to their home. As they landed, Hiccup began to strip some of the riding equipment off of him and put on his apron. He entered the small cavelet that had an opening in the roof, the room he used as a forge. He then began to work on the last of the orders for the season.

Over the last five years, Hiccup's work had spread across the archipelago. In all the lands not owned by Outcasts, Murderous or Lavalouts, Hiccups work was sought after and valued highly. In all those lands that is, except Berk. The large island, situated so close to Helheim's gate was not open to many traders and as such, knew nothing of the work of a new master blacksmith in the area.

In order to protect his identity, he had spread his name not as Hiccup, heir to the chief of Berk, but as Falinn, heir to none. It had thus far served him well; with it he was free to trade with all the major traders and tribes of the archipelago and sometimes beyond. He received orders and offered his works with the traders. In exchange, he gained information, supplies and other necessities. It was a very good situation that Hiccup found himself in, and he had to finish up the last of his orders soon if he expected to be able to rely on the resources he bought with the money gained to last through the harsh winter. So Hiccup worked and by the end of the day had gotten done with the axe, and had begun on the chest plate for Helgahird.

After shutting down the hot forge, hanging his apron and tidying up his work, he went back to what functioned as combination kitchen/dining room and began roasting a lamb that Toothless had brought in while he worked. After eating that meal, one that was much more edible and much less likely to kill him, he sat down at his desk and began to work on his most recent invention. It was a very clever device that used small cartridges of Hideous Zippleback gas with a small metal ball on top. When the base of the vial was struck by a small pin, it exploded and the ball went flying. At the moment, Hiccup was working on some way to control the direction the ball went, as well as an easy way to strike the cartridge with the pin. By the time was ready to sleep, Hiccup had made steady, if slow progress, he had determined that a long metal tube would serve well to guide the projectile to its target. To better hold it when in use, he would use a carved wooden base that the tube could be slotted in and mounted. However, the issue of igniting combustion still puzzled him. With the solution seemingly no closer than when he began, Hiccup closed his journal, snuffed the candle and went to bed. He was very eager to finish the last of his projects and give them to their future owners the next day, with the money he would get he would be able to afford the materials he need to make a prototype or two of his "Dragon's Shot".

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, here's Chapter 2. I really hop that I captured Hiccups character here. Also the relationship of Toothless and Hiccup. I'm really glad that so many of you liked the story so far. I hope you'll stick around with me as we find out what happens with Toothless and Hiccup. Yes, we, I'm writing this as it goes along. I have a general outline planned but all the details are to be determined. That said, give me ideas to flesh out the less actiony adventury parts of the story. To Binger25, since I cant answer you privately you'll get an answer here: I'm not entirely sure what you're asking but I'm going to assume that you're asking if the lad from chapter 1 that I mentioned has a name? Well since you asked, it's Ekkert Nafn. But I really wouldn't worry about him, that is the first and only time we will see him. By the way, whenever you see a name for a character that's important, I do put thought behind it. So feel free to explore their meanings. I'm really astounded by the amount of people that have read this so far, and I hope to continue to impress you guys with an interesting story. Lastly, imaginary internet points and praise for whoever can identify what the real world equivalent to the Dragon's Shot is. So yeah, thanks for reading.<strong>

**Oh! Updates. Well I've been thinking, for the time being I think once every 4 nights/5 days I will probably update. Maybe sooner, I'll try not to be later than that though. That may change with the school year upcoming however, I'll keep you posted. Without wax, dieDoktor**


	3. Chapter 3: Stories all around

Hiccup woke up the next morning from a night filled with very uneventful dreams. Well, there was that one dream where Hiccup was with Gobber hunting… Hammer head socks? No, it was a hammer head duck that _stole_ Gobber's socks, but only the right ones, Hiccup remembered. Throughout the dream, Gobber had been complaining that between the trolls and hammerhead sharks he would have no socks.

"Man, that dream was pretty crazy. It could almost pass for one of Gobber's actual story. I need to stop eating so soon to bed time."

Hiccup's musing attracted the attention of the waking dragon who questioned, as best as he could in Dragonese, what he was talking about.

"It's nothing bud, just a crazy dream I had last night. Come on, let's go, we can catch some fish for breakfast while we fly."

Toothless could hardly contain himself at the thought of being able to do both of his favorite actions at the same time: flying with Hiccup, and eating fish. He bounded around the cave and found the net that Hiccup liked to use for fish catching. It was sturdy with no holes, yet was light and easy to hold. With the net securely secure in his claws, he jumped at Hiccup and bumped him in the air, catching him on his neck, to land on the saddle. As he rushed towards the cave entrance, Hiccup strapped himself in and put his feet in the flying rig. The duo jumped out of the cave and began to fly around their island.

After flying, and eating in Toothless' case, the two returned home where Hiccup fried a fish for his breakfast. While he ate, Hiccup began to work on his final patron's request. By midday, Hiccup finished the simple helmet. He packed all of his work and the things he wished to trade away into a saddlebag. Over the years, the two had developed a clever system to avoid revealing their location, and the existence of Toothless, to the residents of their destinations. They would fly to a nearby island, load up a small boat that Hiccup had stored there and then sail into one of the nearby trading post. That day, Hiccup had his eyes set on the village of Farmaðr.

It was around sunset that Hiccup stepped out of Olafson's home. He had finished his deliveries and had received his payments. While the young Viking was ready to leave the island at that point, he saw no reason to do so when it was late at night. Naturally, Hiccup took his hard earned money and made a meaningful investment. He went to the nearest mead hall, Farmaðr had several, it was a very large trading post, and rented room and drink for the night. While he drank and ate, he kept his ears open to the stories, conversations, and shouts of several of the Vikings around him. Being isolated from the rest of the archipelago meant that this was his only way to gain information. He heard lots of interesting tid-bits: Verkur was having pain in his stomach again, should they go see the healer or let it ride out? The Bog Burglars stole Bryndol's shirt. How was that Yak that you bought last month doing? This and many other pointless drivel Hiccup heard around him. Yet, there was one phrase in the crowd that he kept hearing. It would have been quite a feat for Hiccup to _not_ of heard it, the speaker was practically shouting it, along with the rest of his story, desperate for anyone to listen to him.

"I'm telling you Ingvar, I saw it with my own eyes! Some kind of _dragon rider_, sitting up there on top of a Deadly Nadder!" Hiccup overheard one of the ported sailors telling his friends,

"Aye Galmr, and I saw one of them fancy fairies last night while I was out" Sniggered another Viking, mocking the, admittedly hard to swallow, tale of Galmr. "I don't suppose you wouldn't 'ave been tryin some of the captains fine wine while you were on watch were you?"

"No Budli, you know I don't drink that French stuff. 'Sides, even if I had been, there's no way I could have mistaken it." Galmr retorted before standing up and leaving, tired of being ridiculed for what he had seen. To think, he had once called them friends, now they mocked him like he was a mere bairn with an overactive imagination. True, there was that one time that he had thought he had seen Sleipnir outside of his room, which had turned out to be a particularly ugly goat. But this time he _knew _what he had seen.

"Make sure to come back if you see Thor! Been wantin' to meet him!" Another Viking called out after him. Galmr snorted and continued on his way out the door.

Hiccup decided that Galmr was the Viking that he wanted to talk to and chased out of the mead hall. It wasn't easy to keep track of him, the tireless parade of crowding traders, visitors, and everyone else seemed to be conspiring against him. But at last, Hiccup found Galmr just as he was ready to board a fishing vessel. Apparently named the Gen Knee if what was painted on the ship's prow could be trusted. But Hiccup gave no thought as to why a ship would be named such a ridiculous thing.

"Excuse me! Galmr? I have some questions for you! About the dragon rider?" Hiccup called after the fisherman. He was very excited to learn about another person who had managed to ride a dragon. It was, after all, a very near and dear subject to Hiccup.

"Oh do you laddie? Come to make fun of a poor tired sailor?" Asked the suspicious Viking. He was, understandably, very weary of being made fun of for his tale; he had just spent several hours being laughed at for the very same topic.

"No sir, I just want to find out what you know about that rider? I, uh, I want to go… get him for being a traitor?" Hiccup explained while lying through his teeth. It was a nasty habit that Hiccup had picked up while away from home. Where Hiccup had gotten it into his head that he should try to explain himself to strangers may never be known.

"Well then, let's go find a seat and I'll tell you everything I know." With that, Galmr lead Hiccup to somewhere where he could retell his story.

**Okay so here's Chapter 3, which also marks the beginning of the actual plot of this story. I think it came out nicely. I know I said that I put a lot of thought into my character's names, well that's only for important characters. Galmr is not one of these characters. Also, I just wanted to let everyone know that in this story, Hiccup is HTTYD2 Hiccup, peg leg and all. He just looks so much better, and I can actually see that Hiccup, as opposed to HTTYD1 surviving alone and doing things like this. If you absolutely want me too, I can make some reasoning for Hiccup to have lost his leg, because in this universe the Red Death is still very much alive seeing as Hiccup did not go on the flight with Astrid, I'm going to assume he did not learn about it. So... Yeah... ALH is coming along much nicer than I expected it to when I started it. It's become pretty obsessive for me actually. I stay up hours later than I really should editing and writing this. But that's okay, I live on public appreciation. So leave a review so I don't die of exhaustion if you would be so kind.**


	4. Chapter 4: Mead Hall Tales

The two settled in a different mead hall. This one had less people and a quieter atmosphere; it was also a bit larger than the one Hiccup was in earlier that evening. Before Galmr began his tale, he asked Hiccup to buy him a drink.

"To whet my tongue and make this worthwhile."

Hiccup grimaced when he made the purchase, not that the drink itself was undesirable, but that Hiccup had found why the hall was so empty. The outrageous prices were sure to drive away any but the most prosperous patrons. Despite this, Hiccup paid up and sat down across form the haggard sailor and began listening to his narration.

"This all happened about a month ago, so I 'pologize if I miss out a few details. Anyway, I was out with the crew of the Gin Knee, fishin' you see, on the third night out at sea we saw this great plume of smoke coming from this nearby island. Now, it weren't no volcano either, this was the smoke stack of a destroyed fort or somethin' like that. So, of course, we started a night watch to guard over the ship in case anything decided to come after us too. One night, during my turn to stand watch, I sat out on deck scanning the seas and skies. Then I heard this rushing sound over me, and when I looked up I saw this great big shadow pass over me. So I ducked down, too scared to spook it and have it attack me and the crew. Then, before I could think much more, it passed me and turned back towards the ship. That time I got to see a good look at it and saw that it was a Nadder. But somethin' weren't right with it. As I looked at it I saw some kind of bulge along its back. As I sat and tried to figure out wha' it was, it landed on the deck. All quiet like, yet that lump was still there. Before I could decide what to do, a man leaped off tha beast. At least, I think it was a man. Ye' never know with some of them women. The lad couldn'ta been much older than you are. He took one look around the deck where we had all our storage and fish and whatnot. Then he turned to the devil of a creature and talked to it! Actually spoke words with it, as if he thought the mindless beast could understand him. He said… he said. Hmm, what did he say? I don't remember the exac' words righ' now. Least ways, it sounded something like 'It doesn't look like it's here. Let's get going' It was real har' understanding him, he had this real thick accent to him. By the time I came round to my senses and realized what was happening, he had jumped on the damned dragon and flew away." Galmr told his tale with a sense of pride that he relayed to Hiccup. He was happy to have such an attentive listener that didn't seem intent on guffawing or patronizing him.

"So what do you think? You think I'm some kind of madmen too?

"W-what? No, I think you're right. I believe you."

"Oh do yeah? Well, what are you thinking of doin now?

"Well, I'm going to track him down and get to the bottom of this guy. Where did you say that you saw him?"

"Oh, it was just off the coast of the Peacables. Bu' I don't know wha' you think you're gonna be doin' against a man like tha'"

"Oh, I'm sure I'll figure something out. Wouldn't want him to be giving our Viking secrets way! Thank you very much sir!" Hiccup got up from the table and left Galmr with his drink. He also left his room at the first mead hall. Instead he ran to the docks, knocking over baskets, people and goods on his clumsy way there. He jumped into his boat and began to row as fast as possible to get back to Toothless. On the way there, he thought about what he had learned.

'I wonder what's up with this rider. What was he looking for? I'm so tired. There's another dragon rider‽" By the time he got back to the boat's island where Toothless was waiting for him. They flew back to their cave and Hiccup tried to sleep despite the new knowledge.

**That there at the end : ‽ That's an Interrobang, its my new favorite punctuation mark. Anyway, 'm pretty sure I'm still on schedule? Maybe not, a lot of stuff happened between now and then that I'm not going to bore you with. NOW! Schools starting so I'm expecting the quality of my work to drop tremendously. But don't worry, I'll still work to put out quality writing. I hope you guys are having lots of fun reading this. Thanks for taking a look, and we'll talk again next time.**


	5. Chapter 5: Torchlight Packing

Hiccup got back to their meeting point and boat storage by the midnight. He leapt out of the small boat, grabbed his things, and rushed to Toothless who was sleeping in a cave nearby. It truly amazed Hiccup how much that dragon slept. As Hiccup approached, Toothless woke up and got to his feet. At first alarmed by the rapidly approaching footsteps, he rose into a battle stance ready to fight off any intruders. When he saw that it was Hiccup rushing towards him, goods in hand, he grew worried. It was not often that Hiccup ran around. Finally, Hiccup reached him and began to explain what was going on.

"Hey bud, nothing's wrong. I just learned about this other dragon rider! What do you think of that? Another pair, just like us bud. Maybe there's more. Come on Toothless, let's go home and pack some stuff. We'll have to head out tomorrow to go find them."

Hiccup finished packing away his newly bought things in the saddlebags and hopped on. The two flew off into the night, eager to get home. Along the way back to their island, Hiccup retold Galmr's story about the dragon rider to the dragon. Granted, he left out a lot of the musings and unrelated portions from the original telling. By the time Hiccup finished they were beginning their descent into one of the many holes along the exterior and shot into to the main room.

Hiccup jumped of Toothless' back and began to rummage around his storage area looking for the things he would need while away, searching. He retrieved his other flight suits, all the same black layers of leather with a multitude of buckles, pouches and straps. Only his current one had the experimental wingsuit he was working on. He also got Inferno, his flaming sword, from its place on the shelf and clipped it into his suit. He began to gather food and fill water skins for the extended time that he planned to be away from his home. He also gathered extra leather for saddle repairs, extra leather for tail fin repairs, extra leather for suit repairs, extra leather for saddlebag repairs, extra leather for boot repairs and extra hides for extra leather. Luckily for Toothless, Hiccup was sensible and carried a small amount of leather that could be used for all his needs.

Hiccup determined that his packing was done and gazed at the accumulated pile of traveling gear that he had placed near the entrance. He nodded at the assembled assemblage and grunted an approving approval.

"It seems like that's everything bud. All we have to do now is figure out where were going" He told his friend.

Toothless looked at the pile and looked at his rider. He had a very disapproving look on his face as he thought about just who would be carrying everything, in addition to the rider. Hiccup had grown quite a bit from when the two had met on Berk, and even with the missing leg, he was no longer the ultralight fishbone that he had been in the cove. He expressed his disapproval at the supplies by giving a fairly thought out and elaborate argument to Hiccup. At least, as thought out and elaborate as an underpowered plasma blast to Hiccup's feet could be.

"What bud? We _need_ these things. I can't just leave without them! Who knows when we'll be back." Hiccup tried to rationalize to the sable dragon.

The dragon was not impressed by the rationalization and walked over to Hiccup's horde. As he nosed through the contents he found a variety of contents that he tossed over his shoulder, much to the chagrin of a certain one legged human.

"Toothless! We need those! What happens if we need to write to someone and we don't have any ink or quills?" Hiccup shouted as his stationary set was sent skyward in a parabolic arch over the uncaring dragon.

"Bud, you can't expect me to just _leave_ the anvil. What if your tail gets damaged? How can I fix it if I don't have my- and now the forge tools are also in the air, lovely." He watched on as the anvil and tools went on a shallower, yet no less impressive, arch.

"At least let me keep the extra- alright then I guess I won't. Are you happy now bud?" Hiccup asked as the rampaging dragon finished re-prioritizing the necessities. Hiccup looked at what had survived the dragon's furor and sighed.

"I guess it'll have to do Toothless."

Hiccup turned away from the disaster scene and went into his map room. It was quite impressive, one wall was dominated by the map of all the lands that Hiccup and Toothless had traveled to. It included the entirety of the archipelago and beyond. It was crafted with the attention to detail that only an inventor and artist could create, with every shoreline lovingly crafted and each sea stack duly noted and represented. Accompanying the amazing map were a variety of smaller maps scattered throughout the room. Each one had a special focus or displayed interesting tidbits of information. That one showed the average rainfall for each island, the one next to it showed the primary export, imports and trade routes of each tribe. Even the small unassuming one that lay on top of the chest in the corner was impressive; it had information on a group of islands that lay to the south called Britanniae.

As Hiccup entered, he strode towards the large map he had created and began to search its contents. He was trying to find where to begin his search. According to Galmr, the rider was last seen off the coast of the Peacables. Hiccup had lots of experience with that tribe and decided that that would be where he started his search. It was about a day's flight away from their home and Hiccup decided that it would be better to leave at night than during the day where they would lose Toothless camouflage abilities. With a plan of action in place, Hiccup explained to Toothless what would happen. They would go near the Peacables and look for clues, then follow them straight to the mysterious rider.

Toothless was very satisfied with this and was quite happy to go to sleep so as to be ready for the big day ahead, or night as it were. Hiccup also settled into bed with thoughts swimming as to the identity of their target.

**Alright then, I know it's been a long time, but school is hard. College even more so. This chapter got re written twice once because I had a stupid idea, and the other because it just read dumb. Feel free to tell me if I messed up anywhere. I think that my initial experiment with this story has failed however. That is, to get the character relations and actions as accurate as possible for the characters. But, no matter, it will continue despite this. Thanks for reading and you'll be seeing an update soon ™, on a cosmic time scale anyway.**


	6. Chapter 6: On Expedition

Hiccup's island was empty, cold, and lifeless. The food stores were low and the forge had lain uncharacteristically cold for several weeks. Hiccup had been away from his home for almost a month, spending the time searching across the archipelago for the mysterious dragon rider that had begun popping up everywhere. As he rested on a small island he grumbled to himself while sitting in front of his fire.

"I just don't understand bud. We've searched every island in the archipelago. Everywhere we go it's the same story!" Hiccup kicked at the ground, sending a spray of dirt into the fire causing it to sputter and dim. Toothless, not wanting his human to go cold in the cold archipeligan nights blasted it back to life.

"It's always, 'Aye, I saw him. Bastard flew over my 'ead last night. 'E was 'eading east 'e was'" Hiccup continued, frustrated as he recalled the words of the most recent Viking he visited. "If I didn't know better, I would think this guy knows were looking for him. Either he doesn't want to be found or he already knows where we are. I don't know which is worse."

Toothless rumbled a warble that was equal parts disappointment and pity. He hated seeing his human frustrated like this and was doing his best to help. If something was this important to his rider then it was important to him. He gave a suggestive croon as he nudged towards the map that was packed away in its travel case. Eyes pleading as he tried to get Hiccup to take a second look at the map.

"Alright bud, I'll take another look. Maybe there's an island that I've missed" Hiccup ceded and opened the map case. As he unfurled the map he turned towards the fire to get more light. "Let's see, we've already checked Misfortune Isle, he wasn't on Höðr's Rock either. Hey bud, have we checked out Cold-as-Hel?"

Toothless nodded. He looked at the map above Hiccup's shoulder taking into view the entirety of the archipelago, much as he would do as if he was flying. Using his muzzle, he pointed out an island even smaller than the one they were on at the moment.

"Odgar's Struggle? To be honest bud, I hadn't even thought of it. You think our guy might be there?"

Toothless nodded, pleased with himself that he had found a place to search that even his smart, not as smart as him of course, human hadn't thought of.

"Alright bud, we'll head there tomorrow. Let's go find a cave to sleep in for the night." Hiccup got up and banked the fire leaving the ashes to be blown away by the wind.

Hiccup and Toothless didn't have to search long. Having chosen to land on an island dotted with cliffs and hills, they were quick to find a suitably large cave that they could spend the night in. Hiccup settled down to sleep against his battle brother, while Toothless wrapped him in his large, leathery wings. Hiccup drifted to sleep, mind racing with possibilities of the identity of his mysterious rider.

**Have no fear! Chapter 6 is here! Now, you're first question may be "dieDoktor is this story never going to be completed?" Rest assured my dear reader it will. Just maybe not in our life time. I joke. But I really am sorry for the delay. Engineering is hard work and I have a hard time doing this on top of it. But here we are. I cant give you a date for chapter 7, but it's started and I have a plan for it and everything! I hope that this short chapter will tie you over until I can get that done and posted. Thanks for reading.**


	7. Chapter 7: Slumbering Intrusion

Toothless had been having a dream when he woke up, alerted by the sounds of footsteps and hushed whispers. It was a very good dream that involved a tarbot the size of a knar, and a certain dragon that got to eat all of it. Now that he was awake, he would incinerate whoever woke him up, unless it was Hiccup. As troublesome as that human was, he couldn't bring himself to hurting him, well seriously hurt, for anything.

Toothless opened his eyes and began searching the small cave. With no light and being this far into the cave system, he couldn't see much. Luckily for him he was a night fury, which meant that he could echo-locate. Doing so, he was able to see exactly what was going on in the cave; a rock, a sleeping Hiccup, another rock, a nadder, a man, another rock, and the entrance; everything seemed to be in order. Toothless thought about what he just saw and jumped, there were other, non-rock, things! He lifted himself to his feet and turned to face the two trespassers. Using his tail, he woke Hiccup up and alerted him to their presence. Silently, Hiccup pulled out Inferno and extended it, careful not to ignite it.

"I think this will be a good cave Vinur. Warm, dark. It's fairly nice. There's no way that night fury will find us here." The nadder chirped in agreement.

Hiccup looked at Toothless. Rather, he tried to look at Toothless, if the cave was well lit he would have seen that he was facing a wall. His face carried a mixture of shock and interest. Here was the dragon rider he had been looking for! Had they been running from Hiccup? Feeding off of each other's energy, Toothless and Hiccup created a plan silently.

"I'm sorry to interrupt, but this caves already spoken for." Hiccup ignited the blade, rapidly turning to face the other rider, and smiling. As he spoke, Toothless prowled silently and unseen behind them, blocking the entrance.

The mysterious man jumped, the nadder squawked and somewhere on a far off island, a mouse ran down a clock. Startled and blinded by the sudden light of Inferno, they took a second before they could see the man holding the flaming sword. They turned to run from the madman who willing engulfed his weapon in fire, only to be stopped by the ferocious frame of a night fury.

"Oh great Odin, please don't kill us!" The man, although in the light he looked more like a boy, called out. "We didn't mean to bother you."

"Whoa, hey, it's alright." Hiccup tried to soothe him. "Think you can turn it down a notch bud? You're scaring them"

Toothless backed off a few feet and lowered out of his traditional scare-them-silly pose.

"This is the end! We're done for Vinur!"

Toothless huffed; he didn't have much patience for the melodramatic members of the human species. The nadder also grumbled, it would seem it shared the same thoughts.

"Hey now, nobody has said anything about hurting you. Why don't you have a seat and calm down a little?" Hiccup smiled at him and offered a seat.

The young dragon rider backed away and his face grew horrified. Hiccup saw this and began to act.

"Why do you think I'm going to kill you anyway?"

"I heard you talking to that sailor that saw me. You said that you were going to get me for being a traitor!"

Hiccup sighed, he knew that his way of talking way past what he should would get him in trouble. He sat down and light the campfire from earlier that night.

"I only said that so I could get more information about the dragon rider, about you. I wouldn't hurt you. Besides, if you haven't noticed, I also ride a dragon. What's your name?"

The boy looked sheepish. "It's Nemi. I, uh, I didn't really think about the dragon and all." He laughed. "It seems a little silly now that I thought you were coming after me. I was just so worried because this is the first time I've been away from home."

"Why don't you tell me about your home Nemi? What's it like there?" Hiccup urged Nemi, trying to calm him down and make him more comfortable.

"Well, I grew up on Langtheim isle with my family. My parents were carpenters and I would have been one too."

"Were? What happened to them?"

Nemi's eyes began to fill with tears. He choked out between gasps "They were killed, everyone was. The village was invaded; Vinur and I barely got away from them."

Hiccup grew cold. "Invaders? Do you know who it was?" He had seen what Viking raiders were capable of and knew that they weren't above attacking a village, especially if there were dragons there.

"I-I don't know, they weren't Vikings. Their ships were all different from Vikings. I think they came from the south? So maybe that's where they're from? They came in, and burned everything down to the ground." Nemi sobbed, wet tracks began running down his face.

"Hey, it's okay. Why don't you stay with me for a while and we'll get you sorted out?" Hiccup reached out to comfort him but thought better of it. It might scare Nemi, especially while he was remembering what had happened. Instead, he looked at him expectantly.

Nemi looked up at the Viking and a small smile spread across his face. "That sounds great. Thanks"

"Alright, great! We'll leave in the morning; you can lay down your things and get some shut eye."

Nemi nodded and called Vinur, who had been with Toothless while they spoke, to him. He began taking off the saddle and bags from the nadder's back. He spread out a sheet he had with him and laid down on it, turning away from the fire. Hiccup banked the fire and sat staring at Nemi, thinking about how different their paths were.

Before a few minute's had gone by, Nemi's gentle snores filled the cave. Hiccup returned to sleep, still thinking about his new friend's past.

**_** **Yay, chapters out and I hate it! Okay, maybe not hate. But I don't really like it, so I suggest that before reading chapter 8 (which will come out before I die) you read this one again, it might be different. Why don't I like it? Nemi's character didn't come out as I wanted it too. He comes out a little crybaby-ish, though to be fair, his parents were killed. This chapter takes place roughly a month after hiccup leaves to find the new dragon rider. Confused still about why Nemi has a dragon? Don't worry that will be answered in Chapter 8. Good thins about this chapter? I know where the story is going now! So yay, plots! Characters! Adventure! I hope you're enjoying this as much as I am.**


	8. Chapter 8: The Morning After

Nemi stood above Hiccup's sleeping frame, debating with himself over his next course of action. He wanted to wake him up to get going, but he kept finding excuses not to.

Nemi sighed.

"I guess I'll go and find something to do." His stomach growled. "Or eat I guess" He turned away from Hiccup and went back to his part of the cave, looking to find something to eat. As he walked across the short distance, a black figure blocked his path. Vinur squawked, seeing the night fury block his vision of the boy. Nemi's breath shallowed and came faster as the dragon stared him down.

"I wasn't going to hurt him, I swear! I just wanted to wake him up." Nemi blushed and stammered out his excuse, eager for the night fury to let him by. Toothless huffed and stalked over to Hiccup. Nemi, relieved, let out a breath and turned away to look through his bags when a cry of pain echoed in the cave. Looking behind him he saw the large dragon sitting on Hiccup's chest, waking his rider effectively.

"I'm up! I'm definitely up! You can stop crushing me now you useless reptile" Hiccup struggled to push the massive dragon off of him to make room for air. Toothless looked down at his rider, and smiled before nodding at Nemi. Happy with having woken up his rider, the night fury leapt off of him.

"Does he always do that?" Nemi questioned. Hiccup took a second to refill his lungs before responding.

"Not usually, only when he wants to go flying early in the morning." Toothless gave a gentle nudge to his rider after hearing the end of the statement, eager to get back in the skies. "You're not going to take no for an answer are you bud? You're welcome to join us Nemi"

Nemi smiled at the offer. "It's been a while since Vinur and I just went out and flew" The boy returned to his pack, grabbing Vinur's saddle. While he put it in place Hiccup noticed the craftsmanship put into the Nemi's saddle. It looked like something far more detailed than what a boy on the run could produce. Before he could get to ask Nemi about it, Toothless bounded towards him, saddle, fin, and prosthetic leg in his mouth, ready for delivery.

Hiccup groaned, "You know that doesn't wash out! My leg's going to smell like your mouth for weeks." Hiccup continued to complain as he retrieved it from the pile that it had been dumped in. Before long, both riders were ready to go.

* * *

><p><p>

The pair of dragon riders glided into their cave, eager to be back on solid ground after spending the majority of the morning flying high above the sea. After touching down, Hiccup began to light a fire with Toothless' help. Meanwhile, Nemi was preparing the fish they had caught to be cooked. As he sat, gutting, descaling, and filleting the fish, he thought back to earlier in the day during their flight.

"Hiccup?" Nemi asked. The boy looked up. Nemi continued before he could respond. "What's with the stirrups you use with your saddle? You almost seem to use them as pedals." Nemi hazarded to look up from his task. Hiccup was deep in thought before he turned to Nemi.

"It's a long story" Hiccup finally said. "Let's get these fish on the fire and I'll tell you. But only if you promise to tell me yours, like how you got that saddle. And met Vinur."

Nemi nodded and went back to the fish. He was eager, and worried, to hear the story of his hosts. Hiccup looked back at the meager fire before tossing some more firewood onto the pile. 

**Hey! I'm not dead! Would you look at that! I wish I could give a good reason for the long break, but I really can't. I'm sorry for the delay. If I'm honest, I was planning on shutting the story down. BUT! I saw an email that one of you followed recently, and I realized that there are a lot of people to let down if I did that. So, the story goes on. This chapter is slightly shorter than usual, but I like to think that some amount is better than nothing. This chapter really sets us up well for Act 2, which will come out hopefully much sooner. I'm also thinking about starting another story, vastly different from this one, but I don't think I could handle two stories at the same time. Anyway, Happy New Year! You'll hear from me soon...**


	9. Chapter 9: Dragons Fight

"So, you're telling me that you _shot him down_ and you still became friends?" Nemi was enthralled by the story. If Toothless and Hiccup hadn't been sitting in front of him, he wouldn't have believed it. "But why were you trying to kill him anyway? In my village, that would have gotten you shipped off the island."

Hiccup was speechless. He couldn't imagine an island in the archipelago that _punished_ dragon fighting.

"I-It's what we did. We… we killed dragons." Hiccup fumbled out, still contemplating what it meant that Nemi's home did not.

Nemi stared aghast, horrified that an entire village would take up arms against dragons.

"Why? I mean, you _ride_ a dragon!" Nemi was confused by Hiccup's situation.

"Well, I do now. Until I met you, I thought I was the only person to ever ride a dragon." Hiccup paused as he thought about Nemi's home. "Where exactly do you come from? I don't think I've heard of any villages in the archipelago that don't fight dragons, much less ride them."

Nemi paused to gather his thoughts. His face darkened as he recalled the recent attacks on his home, but he pushed pass the memories to give Hiccup a picture of Langtheim.

"My home is actually not part of your archipelago. It's about three days of flying southward from the outermost island. Langtheim is big I guess, the island anyway. The village itself is kinda small; there's only about a hundred or so of us. Ummm, there's not really much to say about it. We do a lot of woodworking, but not much else. Well, a little blacksmithing and stonework, but we mostly trade our lumber and stuff." Nemi paused, looking at Hiccup expectantly.

"Okay, but what about the dragons? Is riding dragons normal in Langtheim?" Hiccup was astounded that something as important and significant as an entire village of dragon riders could be eclipsed by their woodworking abilities, no matter how impressive or intricate it was.

"Well, yeah, it is. Do people not ride dragons here?"

"No, no they don't. Most villages are a little too busy _fighting_ dragons to try to ride them."

"You ride one, I just assumed that it was common here. But why do they fight dragons? That seems a little excessive."

"That's incredible! An entire archipelago that has never fought dragons!" Hiccup turned to Nemi with a glint in his eye. Nemi shifted uncomfortably under the intense stare.

"I don't think I can really describe what I mean in words." Nemi opened his mouth to speak, but Hiccup cut him off. "Just let me show you."

Nemi nodded, wondering what Hiccup had in store for him.

"Good, there'll be an attack tonight, I think; it's been a while since the last one. We'll go out to it, and try to help if we can."

"A-attack? What do you mean, 'an attack'?" Nemi was worried by Hiccup's tone.

"Let's pack up here and I can take you to my home." Hiccup seemed to ignore Nemi's question.

Still stunned by Hiccup's words, Nemi nodded and turned to Vinur to begin packing.

Hiccup muttered to himself, "You're lucky to have grown up so far from the Barbaric Archipelago Nemi, but tonight you'll see what I mean".

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, here we are: Chapter 9. This one is brought to you with the help of NightFuryOne, my new Beta, who is doing her best to make this a passable body of work. So, Nemi comes from a place where Dragons are peaceful and get along well with those that live there. What will he think when he sees what goes on in Hiccup's archipelago? Tune in next <em>mumble<em> when Chapter 10 gets posted to find out more! And I promise, it will be longer and better!**


End file.
